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IF WE COULD SEE.

If we could see beyond the veil—
Upon the far-off future gaze—
~Our hearts, perchance, grown weak,
would quail,
Jur souls be filled with sore amaze,
Ar@d nerveless for the present be,
If we vould see!

73f we could se: beyond the vell
Of doubt that hides a Presence bright,
“The Face of Him Who will not fail
To guide uy through the gloom of
night;
.And Who thsiough Death will set us
free,
If we &ould see!

“If we could s:e beyond the veil,
Our own, wjo loved us so, and died,
“Yet living stili, our hearts assail
With whispers soft, unheard, outside;
“The joys awailing you and me,
If we &ould see!

If we could s¢e beyond the veil—
The veil of ‘wrong that darkly lies
-O’er buried hopes we now bewail,
Familiar, foad, forgiving eyes
“That look a pairdon full and free,
If we ¢ould see!

If we could seg beyond the veil—
The veil of sorrow—that dear home
By Love prepsred—no idle tale—
For which we long while here
FOAIG;
And nearer thun it seems ma> s
If we @ould see!

we

If we could see beyond the veil—
The veil of jlesh that lies between—
Could hear the resurrection *“Hail!”
Could see the valleys fair and green;
The treasures &f Eternity,
if we could see!

—Anne H. Woodvruff, in Ram’s Horn.

MYSTERIOUS
MISS DACRES

By Mrs. Schuyler Crowninshield.

Copyright 1901, by J. B. Lippincott Co.

CHAPTER VI.—CoNTINUED.

I stooped and picked up a handker-
«chief that had fallen by the bedside.
It was a man’s handkerchief of good-
1y size. It still held the nauseating
fumes, though lifeless, of that dead-
ly, stupefying medium, ether. I
«<ould not mistake it. I had been
wobliged by the doctors to use it too
often in the judge’s lust illness.

“You poor child!” I said, bending
-over her, my tears raining down fast
upon the counterpane. “How could
1 have distrusted you? So you were
the victim—sinned against, mnot
sinning. My poor little Amaranthe!”

She smiled stupidly and nestled
«down on the pillow, my hand under-
neath her check.

“How was it that T heard voices
in your room last night?” I asked.
““How was it?”

“I cannot tell you.” She smiled
again, and opened her blue eyes a
little way, looking into mine, but
«losing them almost at once, as if
the light hurt them.

“But you must know, dear child.
1t was before you came out into the
hall.”

“Not in my room,” she said, “per-
haps in—in—there,” she weakly mo-
tioned towards Mr. Beldon's cham-
ber.

“But I beard them. I was at your
«door. I heard them myself.”

“You were listening at my door?”
“This she said with much of her or-
«dinary spirit. “You were—" and
then, seeing, perhaps, a look of sur-
prigse in my face, she broke down,
erying: “Oh, dear Wibby! Dear,
«lear Wibby! Y will tell you all, all
‘the hateful truth. I had hoped for
:dear daddy’s sake that I might be
spared it, but I will—I will.” Here
she drew herself upward in the bed,
waught my hand, and held it close
over her eyes with both of hers.
“Don’t make me say more than I
must, dear Wibby, don’t! I loved
«dear daddy, I loved him so!” Here
she fell to sobbing again, and I cried
‘with her, not knowing-why. After
a while she lay quiet, but still sob-
king slowly and wearily. “Now lis-
£2n,” she said—“listen! 1 was talk-
4ng. There was a man in my room
Iast night. Yes, Wibby, a man, here
in my room.”

“I knew it,” said I. “I heard him
talking. I saw him go in.”

“You saw him come in?”

“Yes, through the window.”

“*And where wesre you, may I ask?”

She eyed me with a cold scrutiny
that had little in it of the child Amar-
arithe.

% then gave her the history of my
wretched night, and of my leaning

out of the parlor window, and of
what I saw, of what I had heard.

“It is all true,” said she, and
sighed. “Oh dear, dear .me! Poor
me! I thought that I had found a

plade at last-where they would not
pursite me, but- no. place is secret
-enough. Now,.dear Wibby, Fam go-

-ing to make a clean-breast of it, as
I drew a chair

«daddy used to say.”
“to the side of the bed, and sat there
Jooking into her wan face.
“Don’t look at me, Wibby dear,
«don't! I camn’t bear it! Turn your
-eyes away. There! that is better!
Now listen! 1 shall make it as short
as possible, for it is a hateful story.”
She raised herself on her pillows
_again and looked downward, playing
“with _her fingers. She spoke very
“Yimy brain.
. must know, then, dear Wib-
“by,” sheé began, “that daddy did not
always do as he should. He gambled,
‘as I told you. We had less and less

and we had not emough for food, he
would reproach himself dreadfully.
Sometimes he would leave me at the
hotel for days and go away alone.
When we moved to a sort of a pen-
sion, kept by an English woman, he
did the same. It was very lonely
there for me. But always when he
came home he would bring some
money, so I bore these absences for
the results that would come to us,
we needed money so much. One day
he came in more flush—I mean with
more money than usual. We had a
splendid time. We feasted and went
on long drives and he took me to the
theater, and things were gayer thaa
ever they had been. Then one day,
one dreadful day, when all our mon-
ey was spent and we were feeling
rather poor, the English consul
walked in. He came te¢ our parlor
without knocking. He opened the
door and came up to daddy and he
just said ‘Where is Robertson?’ Dad-
dy turned white. Oh, I shall never
forget it, mever! Dear daddy! 1
loved him even if he did do wrong,
and 1 love him still.”
The girl was shaken with a par-
oxysm of dry sobs. She writhed and
groaned. “Oh daddy!” she murmur-
ed, “dear; dearest daddy.” I tried
to soothe her. “No, let me finish,”
she said, sitting up and speaking
very fast. “I must—I must get this
over. We had a servant, an English-
man named Haughtry. He had been
with daddy. He had heard the fight,
had seen the blow. For, dear Wibby,
there had been a fight and a blow.
Unless daddy gave him money—
Haughtry, I mean—he said that he
would turn evidence for the Crown.
He came in just as the consul had laid
his hand on my father, and stood
looking threateningly at him oves the
consul’s shoulder. Then dear old
daddy got up—oh! oh! I was there!
I was there! and I had to see—I had
to see! ‘Sir,” he said—you know
daddy’s courtly manner, he was ever
a gentleman—‘sir,” he said, not rais-
ing his voice at all, ‘you have the ad-
vantage of me, but I'll be damned if
I won’t soon have the advantage of
you.” With that, before anyone knew
what he was intending, he drew his
revolver and shot himself through
the heart.”
“Eugene Darlington took his own
life?” Yes, yes, I remembered now
to having heard something of the
kind, but we always supposed it was
after the death of little Amaranthe
and because of his despair at her
lcss.
Again she shook with those con-
vulsive sobs. Her face was flushed.
Her features twitched. “And that
man, that Haughtry, he it is who has
hounded me ever since. That is
where all my spare money has gone,
all that I make by my nursing. He
follows me everywhere. It was so
in England, it has been so in America.
He told them at the hospital in Lon-
don that my father was a gambler
and a thief, that he had killed a man,
and then killed himself. Where-
ever I go he threatens to denounce
me, and I have lived a life of the ver-
iest torture. And now he has found
me even here. I had a little money
besides the amount which T gave you
to take care of. He insisted upon
my giving him that last night. It
was our voices that you heard. I
declared that_ he should not wring
from me my last sou. When I went
back into the room after my attempt
at bravado with you, he was still
there. He seized me, and I Lknow
not what—gave me some of that
dreadful stuff perhaps,”—she point-
ed to the handkerchief—*“I do not
know. Perhaps he has my money,
perhaps not. Do look, dear Wibby,
the corner of the top drawer. T have
been too ill. Oh! how my head spins
round and round. Oh, if he has tak-
en it, and my mother’s diamond pen-
dant, what shall I do?” I ran to the
chiffoniere. I opened it. There
was nothing in any corner, either
front or back.

“I am afraid it is gone,” said L

At that she gave a terrible shriek
and fell all in a heap in the middle
of the bed, ard I ran to soothe her.
Aunt Jane Mary thumped overhead,

"

Clorianna came knocking at the
door.
“Oh! Oh! Do not let them come in,”

she cried. “Do not let anyone in.
The shame of it all! Just you and
me, dear Wibby, just you and me!”

Then the poor thing got out of her
bed and slid down on the floor and
lay her head on my knees. “Oh dear
Wibby,” she said, “do promise me that
vou will not tell a soul of what I

have told you. Not a soul! Not a
soul! Promise! Promisel!”
“But,” I ecried, “my little Amaran-

the, you must be protected. I can-
not let this persecution of you go
on. They can do nothing to you.
You need not give this man Haughtry
money. He ecannot levy his black-
mail here, in my house. I will go
to l’resident Smith, I will see the
police

“Oh, not the police!” she murmur-
ed, *‘at least not yet, dear Wibby.
Promise me, not yet.” :

“But someone must protect me,” I
insisted. “I cannot have such things
going on under my rdof. I cafinof,
dear child. I know of an excellent
person to ferret out the whole thing.
Let me go to him——"

Here again she screamed, her face
hid in the .folds of my dress. A
shadow fell upon her yellow curls.
I looked up. It was Elder Wynne,
bis head protruding within the open-
ing of the window. He made a mo-
tion to me not to speak. I was more
than indignant with him, and had I
not feared frightening Amaranthe in-
to hysterics, I should have risen and
denounced him, then and there. I
gave him an angry glance and he dis-
appeared. I helped the poor girl to
‘her bed and hastily closed the win-

an infant. Eaeh time as I passed by
the hall door I saw that Elder Wynne
was sitting there in my rocker with
the Star Union on his knees.

It was a long day. I went to Miss
Dacres’-room at four o’clock to see
if she would not take some nourish-
ment. The room was empty. Her
clothes were scattered about the
floor. Baldy Towner, when I ques-
tioned him, told me that her wheel
was gone from the lower stable.

“Ef yer mean yer b’low-front, thet
female from out Westconsin way,”
added Glorianna, “I guess she’s lit
out fer good.”

At five o’clock I received a message
from the Hall by John, the ccach-
man, He had brought the carriage,
and I was to return with him at once.

HE MADE A MOTION TO ME NOT TO
SPEAK.

The sudden illness of one of the la-
dies seemed to me the only probable
cause for so peremptory a summons.
“Is it Miss Elizabeth or Miss Eve-
Iyn, John?” 1 asked nervously.

“I think it’s both, ma’am,” replied
John, “but you was to see them your-
self.”

“Both? Both ill at once? What can
it be? Oh! Why don’t you speak
out, John?”

“I was told not to, ma’am,” replied
John. So I sat tremblingly within
the carriage as it whirled me along
the road to the gates of the Hall
Miss Elizabeth met me at the door.
Miss Evelyn was not to be seen. She,

y

Miss Elizabeth, kissed me with a
tremulous lip.
“Miss Evelyn?” I gasped. She said

no word, but smiled into my face and
led me, with her arm around my
waist, up the broad flight of stairs.
We went to the door of the litle sit-
ting-room next that which had been
the squire's bedchamber.

She stopped outside the door. I
heard the murmur of voices with-
in. “Whom do you think we have
here?” she questioned.

I could only look and wonder. She
pushed open the door. Ah, why could
I not have guessed it? They had her
with them at last! Upon the couch
little Amaranthe was lying, and Miss
Evelyn sat beside her, stroking those
yellow, boyish curls. The mystery
was solved. Little Amaranthe had
come to her own.

“You dear old Wibby!” exclaimed
my sometime boarder; “come here to
me just as fast as you can.” I ran
to the couch and sat hastily down.
“Quch!” exclaimed the girl, for I had
nearly fallen against her foot, which
I now perceived was bandaged so
that it was quite immense, and caused
me to wonder why I had not noticed
it before.

Miss Elizabeth stooped over and
kissed her. “That's what comes of’
tomboy games,” said she, shaking a
gently chiding withered old finger at

the girl. “That’s what comes of
tomboy actions.”
“Don’t, sister dear,” said Miss

Evelyn. “Poor child! Has she not
suffered enough?” She laid her

head against the cushion which sup-
ported the yellow head, and I won-
dered which had become all at once
the most enamored of my late board-
er—my boarder, alas, no more.

“1 have lost you!” I cried with tears
in my voice. “I have lost you!”

“Not lost, but gone before,” laugh-
ed she.

At Miss Elizabeth’s solemn look,
“Dear Aunty Liz,” said she, “forgive
my flippant ways. I am only a poor
girl, who has had no upbringing.”
God knows how truly she spoke.
“You must teach me better things.”

My visits to Darlington Hall were
now constant. On the next day I
arrived just as they had returned
from their afternoon drive. They had
been to the village store, and the ear-
riage was a mass of silk and mus-
lin and embroideries fit for a little
princess.

“We must dress our darling as be-
comes the heiress of Darlington
Hall,” said Miss Elizabeth. “These
will do for the present, dear. child.
Later we must make a pilgrimage to
the city—that iz, when your foot gets
better.”

*Oh,” said Amaranthe, as John lift-
ed her from the open victoria, “I
wonder if I shall presently awake
and find it all a dream! I was a Cin-
derella for so long, so long!™

John carried her upstairs. “Some-
how,” said John to me later, “she
don’t clasp my neck as the little miss
used to do.”

“That would not be proper, John,”
said I. *“She is a young lady now.
You must get used to the thought
that this is our little Amaranthe
grown to - -woman’s estate.” I fol-
lowed the procession upstairs, for
everyone went, from old Margof to
Katherine and myself. Amaranthe
closed her eyes tightly. As we
reached the top of the stairs, I saw
the door of the squire’s bedchamber
had been opened, and that Miss Eliza-
beth was “standing just within the
room, which she had taken for her

dow. Then I went and got her a

iown, and was beckoaing John to

| the city who took me in, rather than

den upon it. As she felt the changs
from the sofa of the little sitting-
room to the softer resting place,
Amaranthe opened her eyes sudden-
ly and looked around her. Then
she gave a succession of piercing
shriéks, as she’ sprang from the bed
and fled unaided through the door-
way and into the little sitting-room.,
There she threw herself upon the so-
fa, still giving vent to screams of hys-
terical anger and passion. I had seen
her. behave in this way a few days
before, but then there seemed to bo
some cause for it. There was no
such canse now. The poor Iladies,
overcome by this change in. her,
closed round their ruffled dove and
tried to smooth her feathers and
calm her spirit. “Go away!” she
cried. “Go away! You are trying to
entrap me, to deceive me. I am not
accustomed to that—that bed. I
thought he was bringing me here.
My nerves are wrecked, and you are
setting me "wild among you. I will
leave this house this moment. Call
the carriage. I will go back to Mrs.
Brathwaite, or the poor woman in

stay among people who, knowing
what I w ish try simply to annoy and
upset me.’

To -say that the poor ladies were
dumbfounded but feebly expresses
their feelings. They wept, they im-
plored, they soothed, they begged
forgiveness, and as I left them Amar-
anthe was sobbing some very wet
sobs, and begging them, if they
loved her, never to surprise her
again; to tell her always what they
meant to do, which they, poor, sweet
souls, promised most faithfully.

As I went up my steps, I found El-
der Wynne was sitting, as usual, by
the front door.

“I have not seen much
Dacres lately?” said he.

I thought this an excellent time to
tell him what had been the outcome
of my taking Amaranthe into my
house, so I sat down and told him
the whole story. When I had finished
he exclaimed, “Capital!l Capital!
Nothing could be better! What a
clever young woman.”

“And how do you mean she was
clever?” I asked indignantly. I had
made Amaranthe’s cause so much
my own, that I could mnot bear to
hear a word said to her discredit.
“Why, clever, most clever, to be
thrown from her bicycle exactly in
front of the Hall door, and be taken
in as she was, while she took them
s vad

“Took them in,” said I angrily.
“She could have walked up there any
day, and with those little portraits
of herself as a child, with the remi-
niscences of her babyhood, with the
letters to her father, with her memo-
ries of the place, of the animals, of
me, to say nothing of Amaranthe’s
eyes, and  Amaranthe’s hair, she
could have got into their hearts juut
as completely as she has through her

of Miss

accident. Your sort of people—"
“Gentlyl gently!” said Elder
Wynne. I now saw that Mr. Beldon

was standing behind the pillar whers
twined the champeny cluster, and es
T had not seen him coime in or go ouf,
he had probably been there ever since
I took my seat. I started as my eyds
fell upon him.

“Don’t mind Mr. Beldon,” said Ei-
der Wynne, coughing as he spoke.
“He has probably enjoyed this story
much more than I have.” How Elder
Wynne knew Mr. Beldon was standing
behind him I could not imagine.

[To Be Continued.]

A Snug Fit.

An English tourist in the higa-
lands tells the following amusing
story. He was traveling one day
last summer by rail in the north of
Scotland, and at one of the stations
four farmers entered the train. They
were all big, burly men and com-
pletely filled up the seat on the one
side of the compartment. At the
next station the carriage door op#ned
to admit a tall, cadaverous individ-
ual with about the girth of a lamp
post. Ie endeavored to wedge him-
self in between two of the farmers,
and finding it a difficult operation, he
said to one of them: “Excuse me,
sir, you must mave up a bit! Each
seat is intended to accommodate five
persons, and according to act of par-
Jiament you are only entitled to 1%
inches of space.” “Aye, aye, my
friend,” replied the former, “that's
a’ very guid for you that’s been built
that way; but yet canna blame me if
I ha-enna been construckit according
to act of parliament!”— London
Chronicle.

Kaflir English, ;

The historic Babu will have to lodk
to his laurels now that the “educated
Kaffir” has entered the field. The
following is the text of a letter sent
by a government employe who had
been officially rebuked for his intems-
perate habits:

“Having promulgated b) conduct of
drinking presumptuously, I beg to
teli me nominally the person in-
formed you. Consulted by specu-
lations, the case should be reprimand-
ed for the derogation of my name.
When you addressed your inspection
I perceived dishonest intermeddling;
otherwise, I am not a controversial
acumen. Remember you are forced
to tell me; the matter is not to be
approbated clandestinely, because it
was proclaimed publicly. Quickness
of the answer willso oblige yours
truly——"—Tondon Speaker.

The Widow's Delicate Hint.
“Why weepest thou, woman?”
“My lord will be buried to-day.”
“My wife was buried yesterdays

To-morrow I must get me another.,”
. Whereupon the widow shook _the
ashes from her shining hair, dried

her eyes, and, looking into the fm‘

Sure Enough,
A member of a Sunday school was
one day asking some children ques-
tions on Bible knowledge. So far
as he had gone the children did very
well, but whben asked:

“Where does the word ‘holy’ first
occur in the Bible?” the children
could not answer for a minute or so,
till a sharp urchin stood up and
said:

“Please, sir, on the cover.”—Tit-
Bits.

Five Epochs in a Girl's Life.

“First she wondered if any man was
really worthy of her.”

(‘x'es.?,

“Then she wondered which man was
the most worthy of her.”

theS‘9’

“Then she wondered which of sev-
eral - worthy men 'she had refused
would ceme back to her.”

l‘y’es.’,

“And then she began to wonder
what man she could get.”—Tit-Bits.

He Knew Willie.

“You say you saw my Willie half
an hour ago?” asked Willie’s moth-
er. ‘“Where did he say he was go-
ing?”

“He didn’t
Tommy Stout.

“Didn’t he tell you I had sent him
on an errand to the corner grocery?”

“0! yes, ma’am, but he didn't say
where he was going.”—Philadelphia
Press.

say, ma'am,” replied

Enterprising Man.

“I tell you,” said Mr. Fadoogus, “our
grocer is a shrewd fellow. He is al-
ways on the lookout for schemes that
will bring trade his way.”

“He must be successful,” said Mr.
Wunder.

“You bet he is! Why, he has the
biggest rush right now on mince-meat
that you ever saw. He is giving away
a box of pepsin pills with each pound
of it.”—Judge.

The Railroad of Life.
There is a little raiiroad known as the Mem-
ory route,
It runs from Now, through Yesterday,
past Happiness and Woe,
Its stations are the ups and@ downs that we
have known about,
And we travel it on trains of thought, into
the long ago.
—Jay Kittredge, in Four-Track News.

FAR BE IT FROM NORA.

Mr. Timideus—Nora, we've going to
have the Johnstons for dinner to-
night—-

Nora—Faith, thin, ye’ll have
cook ’em yersilf. Oi’ll have no part
m such cannibal proeceedin’s.—N. Y.
Sun.

Holiday Wares.
Upon the merchant’'s face a frown
Doth, 'mid the quietudie, appear;
He murmurs: ‘“‘Shall I mark 'em down
Or save ’em for ancther year?”
—Washington Star.

Both Were Ambitious.

Some time ago a lady who was a
well known advocate of woman’s
rights was tackled by a pretentious
young duffer on her favorite subject.
Finally her opponent wound up his
attack on the pretensions of the
aspiring ladies by saying:

“In fact, madam, I think you would
like to be a man!”

To which she softly replied:

“And wouldn't you?”—Tit-Bits.

Glad He Went.

Homer—That preacher is all right.
I wouldn’t have missed the sermon
this morning for a ten-dollar bill.

Mrs. Homer—I'm glad to hear you
say so, dear. It certainly was con-
vincing.

“That’s what I liked about it. I.
fully convinced me that I might be a
great deal worse than I am.”—Chiea-
go Daily News.

Not a Romance.

Mr. Farwest—I met my old school-
mate, Lakeside, to-day, for the first
time in an age, and I thought from
ihe way he acted when I mentioned
you, that vou and he must have had
some romance or other  before we
met.

Mrs. Farwest—No romance about it.
We were married for a few jears,
that's all.—N Y. Weekly.

“As in a Mirror.”

“I see the scoundrel in your fuce!”
exclaimed the angry man.

“That,” replied the other ecalmly,
“js a personal reflection.”

When the angry man had figured
this out he was even angrier.—Chi-
cago Post.

How It Looked,
Mrs. Hayrake—Our son Josh writes

of fighting aml wmts -&o“me hom

t, and 1 had. thz?enter. This he did, and adv&nelhg“‘ of
towards

the widower, smiled.
be home.

claimed Pat.

from the Philippines that he’s tired|

Ris Bumps.
“A what?” asked Pat, puzzled.

“A phrenologist.”
“An’ sure, what's that, sorr?”

kmd of a man you are,

what kind of a woman my wife is.”"
—London Answers.

Approval.
“I much admire men’'s honesty,”

* The rogue exclaimed, with eynic giee;
“If all folk were as bad as me .
‘What competition there would be!”
—Washington Star.

HIS POINT OF VIEW,

(& 7

“One thing has always struck
as being peculiar in this world.”

“What’s that?”

“The man who has money enough
to pay as he goes can get all the
credit he wants.”—Louisville Couriap
Journal.

At a Bargain.
“Man wants but little here below''—
This fact’s won him renown—
While woman wants a lot of things
And wants them all marked down.
~-Los Angeles Herald.

No Ocecasion for Alarm.

“I have sent for you,” said the
man of the house, “because thesa
pipes need looking after. There’s a
leak somewhere, and a lot of gas i
going to waste.”

“M—no,” replied the gas come
pany’s employe, meditatively. “Mebby
there’s a leak, but there ain't any
gas goin’ to waste. You'll find it all
down on the next account.”—N. ¥,
News.

What Inspired the Bemark?

“Smithers remarked to-night, after
taking dinner at my house, that he
always tried to hurry through the
(hsagreeable duties of life as fast al
possible.”

“Huomph! Had he eaten very fast?"

“No, but he was smoking a cigar I
gave him, and I noticed it didn’t last
long.”—Cincinnati Commercial-Trib-
une.

Freddy Throws Out a Hint.

Uncle Nicholas—So your Aunt Mary
gave you that nice horse and cart.
Do all your aunts make you such
nice presents? )

Freddy—No; but then, you know,
Aunt Mary is my godmother.

“Ah, I had forgotten that!”

ten that you are my godfather!"—
Tit-Bits.

Changed.
“T care no: for the value of a gift;
The spirit’s all in all to me,’” sbe said.
But she lost her temper just because §
friend
Had no more wit nor wisdom than to send
A book that ‘cost a doilar—which she'd
read.
—Chicago Record-Herald.

NO'f PECULIAR TO CUBA.

Appleton—What do you raise mi
Cuba during the rainy season?

principally.—N. Y. Sun.

He thought her hair was all her own,
Till she gave her head a twitch.

He saw and fled. 'Twas another wreck
Caused by a misplaced switch.

—N. Y. Herald.

Not He.

you, Tommwy?” said his teacher.
“You bet I wouldn’t!” replied the
noble boy. “That’s why I went te

for shootin’ the cats when they come

une.

A Pleasant Little Attention.
Margaret—Have you any plan or syse
tem for being an agreeable guest o

knhermv-—%!u. indeed!

“That man is a phrenologist, Pat.”>

“Why, a man that can tell, by feel-
ing the bumps on your head, wbat :

“Bumps on my head, is it?" ex-
“Begorra, then, I think
it would give him more of an idea

“And I am afraid you have forgof:

Bannanio—Oh, cain and unbre!l‘t.- :

A Wreek. B

“You wouldn’t shoot at any creas
ture out of mere wantonness, would

raisin’ chickens when I got my new
gun, so I could have a good reasom

into our back yard.”—Chicago Trib.: b
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